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| Then let me find, my St{vfa more kird, 
—E i To c::mfort and cheriſh my troubled mi: d 
(ne Farevel, adj2u to all Pleaſure, ; For if 1 go, to the Shades below, 
H vo Toraent ſo great, as Love with Diſpair ; \*Tis you are the cauie of my final overthrow. 
&:: of From ns, my endeevour”s to pleaſc her, 
ad LAs at thuſe pains ſne makes me to bear : V. 
| Jile's m\, tifcafe, ani there 1 no Cure 
bur D-z :}.5 crvel art tht mull ſet me at eaſe; | O my Griet is never lamented 
When I'm ro norte, thei!) m3; ſhe giicve | by ſhe whom I do ſo dearly adore; 
for kjnt, who while living ſhe never would relieve. | Wit? her Frowns I am dayly Tormented, 
no Creature for Love ſure, did e're ſuffer more 5 
II. CU PIDYs keen Dart, has wounded my heart, 
I never, no, rever, did feel greater ſmart; 
In the World ſo Charming 2 Creature, : | Here a poor Siave ore Swile dce: crave, 
E my Far c- i: 1's me I never beheld | ©r elite you will ſend him ſoon to the filent Gray, 
Splendid Bei." y 1s Grace in each Feature, 
that with Love- Raptures I ſtrangeiy am fil'd ; | VL 
Here 1 lye flain, with Darts of diſdain, 
White Sflvta's hard heart wiil nor picry my pain; |In your Charms I dearly delighted, 
But let her know for this her Hate, and ever thovght you my H: aven to be ; 
She may much Repent it when as it is too late. Yet by you | was evermore ſlizhrted, 
and now yo rake 23 Poor Martyr of we? 
III. | Wort you therefore, your Captive reſtore, 
Who ſues ior your Love, and deſires no more # 
Can you be ſo deſperate Crue], You may be ſure, pai..s ] endure. 
as for your fake to let Death be my*Doom ? | And tis in your power either to Kill or Cure, 
Love is like the Unquenchable Fuel, 
in which all my Glory and Life will conſume: | VII 
Still you diſpiſe my ſorrowfol Crys, 
And over your Lover doth {till Tyrannize, in a ſad and forrowful Ditty, - 
But when kind Death ſhall ſet me free, with Sighs and Tears I have ſent forth my moan » 
You may be Rewarded for this your Cruelty. Yet my fair one affo: ds me no pitty, 
but lets me Ianguiſh ro Death ail alone 2 
L'V. This very Day, now I muſt away, 
Both ſtrength, heart and ſpirits, with life,does decay 
When the World ſhall read this ſad Story, More then untrue, Si[3;g was you, 
which here I Write with a trembling Quill; And therefore farewel for I bid the VYOren Adieu. 
| Shewing how you have blaſted my Glory, — 
Oh! will they not count you a Tyrant ſtill 2 This may be Punted, R. P, 
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[rinted for F, Deacon, at the Angel 10 Guiitſpnr-Street, without Newgate. 1638. 


